Voices from the empty well
in the dense shadows, spreading
over the black smoke of dull darkness,
on the footprints of scattered dreams?
What am I searching for in the ruins?
For a ray of the glory of bygone days?
For a line of a forgotten song
to endure these dark moments,
to drive the static chariot of time
with the help of a straw of grass,
with a broken string of this garland?
Blood-stains of broken hearts
will be wiped by the flow of tears.
Traces of the evening-redness of life
will be wiped out by dense darkness.
Tired hustle and bustle falls asleep,
covered by a blanket of silence.
Living corpses are groaning,
caught in the rolling crusher of life;
their sweat, tears and blood gushing out,
their bones broken, sinews twisted,
threads of nerves hanging out,
streams of blood pouring.
Dried heaps of flesh and bones on one side-
glittering drops of blood on the other:
the oil, the essence of life,
that sustains the lamps of the world.
The light of the lamp
is vomiting blood on this side.
Am I looking for
what has not melted
in the lonely darkness?
This is a dry and charred field,
an ash-filled, hard graveyard,